seven. Yet in some distorted fashion statistics represent an acknowledgment of nature. In the late fifties, steaming at the neglect of his work, he said, holding out his hands in a gesture of futility?which wished to appear simply helpless? so that they appeared suddenly twisted about themselves:
"How much longer have I got to live? Ten, fifteen years." There would not be much more time now, almost as if looking at his watch. In this he hit the mark almost to the year.
For me too his disappearance amounted to a statistic, I noted almost with relief. For he added greatly to the confusion and I knew his influence in the political sphere to be largely destructive, especially since he feared the conse quences of his ideas and the responsibility they entailed?and moreover asked questions and stirred up problems he had no intention of dealing with.
My real desire here, other than to attempt a farewell to a man whom I did not like because too plainly destructive, but from whom I learned something important, is to consider him as an artist. For although I am not sure he deserves the laurel crown, his work is good enough to make a serious judgment in that regard necessary?no small accomplishment in these times and in this country. 
In part Goodman achieves this by taking thought (mostly in distinction to
and the world which is bigger than it, he manages only intermittently and partly to face it. For his thoughts appearing in the world like the gods in Homer served always in part to protect him from it by pretending they were the world.
In some sense similar to the specificity of the painters of the Lowlands, this not-at-all-pedantic literalness represents a respect for actual thought (an ability to distinguish it from brooding, propaganda and phantasy) and for reality?and for the relation and the place of thought in reality. Goodman never imagined, But this leaves one uneasy, oppressed, for the subject matter, once raised, is too serious to be brushed aside with laughter. In this, in its inability to experi ence its tragedy and in its inability to dismiss it, it is an art unwittingly con gruent to its times. This too is a tragic theme, not tragically realized, with the result that the distance holds and one does not suffer the terror of its overcoming (something In contrast, the notorious inability of contemporary art to bring things to fitting conclusion, to a conclusion one can apprehend in the joy of veracity, is actually a difficulty in really beginning. It is only at the last word?which makes for no end?that the poet discovers he has not really begun at all.
Its importance lies in its assumption
His art does not pretend to do the living for you. Nobody flatters the reader less or shows his intelligence, his ability to see and hear, more respect. In this I think he was truly aristocratic: he knew men to have been intelligent before they grew stupid, free before they grew servile, freespoken before they guaran teed the abuse of their right of free speech.
This means, of course, also that he set standards for his readers. He hardly thought of entertaining them or of educating them; he assumed they were edu cated and, therefore, had learned that pleasure springs from activity. Any reader of his work has to put a good deal into it; it is sparse and does not attempt to do what it cannot. As a result one feels one has a part in fashioning it as one reads?but in a very different way, almost opposite to the current fashions of "audience participation" which have led to a confusion of art with life, and inevitably the debasement of both, as if one could live works of art, and art could be made to substitute for life.
In his art he followed the old wisdom of freedom: to set an example others might follow. Here he did not tell others what to do: how to teach when he did not teach; how to heal when he did not heal; how to love when he did not love; how to get angry when he rarely fell into a rage except at absolutes which do not exist. Quietly, he imitated the masters. In consequence of its live relation to the work of the past, his art, even in its failures, could show the path out of the present preconceptions in "art" which make it hard, for me at any rate, to believe the words in the novels and poetry merits he took with a soberness not to be found in his evaluation of his own social criticism or, generally, in his thirst for glory. This is because the "novelty" of his work, its strangeness, lay precisely in its traditional character. Also, he was at heart probably modest about what he really did well. But this style he took so for granted never ceased to set me to wonder?and to provoke cries of illiteracy from editors more cocksure than literate. "When they think it's wordy," he told me once of editors, "it's an unmistakable sign they don't know what you're talking about." Certainly, the difficulties he suffered in getting his art published occurred because, when editors and publishers did not understand his work, they would not admit they did not understand (such was their ignorance) but preferred instead to take their astonishment for Goodman's ignorance. He wrote like nobody else they had ever read, therefore he must be illiterate.
In the two years or so I spent trying to get The Empire City published, it was hardest simply to get editors to sit down and read the book; they would not do it. In the rare instances when they did, they would often simply answer that the man obviously could not write. Simply, Goodman called attention to the way it feels to walk down a New York Street?and not only to the way it feels but to the way it actually is. He told me of a piece of fiction I was working on, "You describe the way you think it is, not the way it actually is. Go out and look. Do they look the way you say they do, the bums in Madison radiated from him in soft enthusiasm which will bend but not break.
Simply, Goodman was not as much interested in helping as he pretended. In fact, his advice acted upon led to the very opposite of what he pretended. This is why he appealed to many kids, especially to kids not able to cope with the contempt flushed on them on all sides by teachers and adults whose lack of self-respect the untoward moves of youth could not help bringing to the surface for all to see. By ostensibly taking their side, he entangled them even more deeply in the web they sought to free themselves from. For the young's "radical" (so sad such a beautiful word should be made to serve such extortionary ends) demand that the world be made over before they please to enter it is also in part a concealed confession of fear of entering it, of leaving home. And although it speaks exclusively of the world's pains (its injustice), it fears its pleasure also ?and its justice?that is, its freedom. By encouraging their righteousness and thus confirming their paralysis, Goodman often kept the young from taking the first step which would lead to the next and make it possible for them to discern the relation of action to desire. That is why he feared value and spoke compulsively of lust. For he would not stand their moving on their own; I saw him stricken by the simple firm "no" he so often "pointed out" people were incapable of.
The young went to him as to some wizard for weapons which would work against the adults without involving them personally (such a word! as if a man did not live or breathe except on express acknowledgment)?and they neglected the weapons which were theirs by inheritance but could only be inherited in the exercise: their hearts and minds, the words which rose of themselves to their lips but which they would not hear except from others. We did fear error, above all?about that you were right, Paul. And the magic worked wonders. At the spells the greatest educational in stitutions in the country tumbled down in a ruin, as if to say they had never stood at all?and only a fool would have dared think so. 
